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"I must do something to keep him here," she thought, "and I
mustn't struggle with him ... because of the child. Besides,
he'd hit me. He'd hit me savagely." A wild strange thought came
to her then; came to her from seeing the look of that lowered
blind. Very often in the evening she had undressed for his pleas-
ure, with the blind pulled down like that, and the door locked.
She began feverishly stripping off her clothes. He followed
every movement of her hands, with those burning eyes, under the
shadow of that bowler. His coat was buttoned up tight under his
chin. He looked like a man ready to rush out upon pikes or
bayonets. Crossing her arms over her chest she pulled her dress
over her head and then her slip. Then she unloosed her petticoat
and drawers. Stamping with her feet she extricated herself from
these objects, letting her stockings and shoes remain. Backing
against the door, she bent down and pulled off her vest, dragging
it over her head. This final movement, when her head was bent
low, and when her face was hidden, and when the garment,
dragged forward by her eager hands was caught for a second
on one of her hairpins, did stir some deep chord of excited
desire in the man with the burning eyes.
He snatched off his hat and flung it in the purple chair. But
she rose up to her full height now, her back still to the door,
her long arms hanging limp by her sides, her chin lifted high,
her head thrown back. Mr. Evans came slowly towards her. Poor
Cordy's figure was anything but classical. She resembled a nude
of Cranach. But there was such an heroic abandonment about
her pose, and her eyes shone with such a lustrous appeal, that
something happened within that other locked room, the room
containing the iron bar. Not for nothing was this brave girl the
child of Geard of Glastonbury. Roused to the uttermost her
soul suddenly became a psychic force, a magnet of destruction,
an annihilating ray, and the murderous instrument, summoning
up page seventy-seven of that fatal book, crumbled into a pinch
of dust.
Grotesque and Cranach-like though poor Cordy's naked body
was, it was the body of a woman still, it was the ultimate sym-
bol, the uttermost "Gleichnis," of life's wild experiment. Gro-
tesque it might be, as nakedness went, but combined with the